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 THE FOUNTAIN
"Yes, in a kind of enchantment that shuts out your
world and mine."
"But Julie," he cried, "we love each other. Something
that is neither yours nor mine has arisen out of our love-
something independent of us. Aren't we pledged to that?
When I see you as you are now - "
She took his hand and pressed it.
"But this winter can't last for ever, Lewis dear," she
said, looking away from him to the west where already
the deeper colours were fading in the sky and great fleeces
of cloud were drawn out into primrose shreds. " Spring
will come, and summer; then autumn and winter again.
Unless we ourselves are changed, we shall become mem-
bers of separated worlds."
"Do you hear from Narwitz?" Lewis asked suddenly.
"Yes."
"It is on your mind? , . . Julie, you aren't unhappy or guilty
or sad?"
"Not guilty, or unhappy. . . ."
"But sad?"
She did not answer at once. "Sad, only because I love
you as I didn't know I should," she said after considera-
tion. "I suppose, deep down in my mind, was the thought
that if you were my lover I should become satisfied, and
that, when the time came for us to part - " She raised
her voice in defiance, not of him, but of herself. "I wanted
you, I suppose. And now," she added, "it seems intolerable
to me that there should ever be a time when we shall not
walk across snowy moors, scarcely speaking for hours, or
sit in the library together, debating some line of Quarles
or a passage from Flnelon or a fragment of the Timaeus."
Fenelon led them to Bossuet, Bossuet to Molinos, and
from Molinos the way was easy to Inglesant and the
seventeenth century in England, a subject of which they
never grew weary. Darkness had fallen when they entered
the grounds of the Castle, but the clouds were drawn away
to the north and stars were out. The reflected glow of
lighted windows seemed to be rising from within the snow,
"Stop for a moment and listen," Lewis said.

